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This report covers the journey of Donna Hull and how her idea for Nobodies 
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Where Nobodies All Began 
 
Nobodies is a script that was birthed out of my high school experience. I was a 
theatre nerd that didn’t really make solid friends in high school till after four years. I have 
always  felt like an outsider. I moved around three times during my school days. Each 
school was able to make me feel like an outsider for similar and yet different reasons. My 
first school stint was in Arlington, Texas. There the jokes were always about my weight. I 
was the fat girl. In middle school, I moved to Plano, Texas where I was the funny fat 
black girl. I was always hyper aware that I was other as the only black girl in my class 
full of white students. Towards the end of middle school I moved to Desoto, Texas after 
the unexpected death of my father. There it was brought back to my attention that I was 
fat and was now the “white” girl because I talked differently and my interest were 
normally associated with white people. Never have I felt like an insider in a group of 
people. I was always looking in on people having the fun experiences that come as a 
result of being admired and popular. Probably the most blatant example of that happened 
when I got a step sister. We were the same age, went to the same school but she was 
popular. She spent her time at school being cool and ignoring me in the halls. When we 
were at home together we had a friendship. Looking back now the friendship formed out 
of convenience and may have just been a way for her to manipulate me into doing things. 
Maybe I’m just bitter, who knows?! I remember she told me that someone at school 
asked her who I was. When she told them my name they had no clue who I was and told 
her, “oh she’s a nobody” and in response my stepsister agreed. That hurt me so much that 




scarred me. Another big element I was dealing with was the emotional and verbal abuse 
from my stepdad. I didn’t talk about it to people, I kept it bottled in until I started 
counseling in my late twenties. The mixture between the home trouble and school 
environment made me feel isolated. This bowl of junk from my life made me want to 
write about a character dealing with the same emotional dilemma. Even though I am 
older the need to feel accepted is still real. Nobodies is about a teenage girl that crashes 







Where The Idea Of Crashing All Began 
 
Every summer, I would go to Austin, Texas to stay with my grandparents and I 
loved it there. I would be able to eat what I want and just hang out with my best friend 
Erin. Erin was one year older than me and at her school she wasn’t popular either which 
is probably why we bonded the most. Now, out of the two of us Erin was definitely the 
prettier one. She was skinny, played soccer and was cute. As a result when we hit middle 
school she had guys who were interested in her and wanted to hang out. By default I got 
to hang out with those guys too because I was her friend who she dragged along for the 
ride. Erin’s semi popularity with guys gave me just enough of a taste of normal life that it 
made me feel cool. I would “skip” school with her to hang out with guys and be the 
awkward girl with the guy’s friend. The height of my cool by association happened when 
Erin hit high school. I was her prom date. I remember feeling so hot! High school was 
when I started to look like a cute girl but because of my years of being the weird girl I 
could never drop that stigma.  I always felt like I was given a clean slate without prior 
ideas and thoughts about me when I attended her school functions. Nobody knew me and 
they took me at face value. When I hit my “I lost 30 pounds and I’m cute in the face” era 
people would pay me attention at her school. In my school, I was a loser but when I left 
my school boys would pay me attention. High school is awful and is not based in reality. 
I realized that more with the emergence of social media in college when guys that never 
paid me attention now were hitting on me. When I was thinking about log lines and ideas 
for potential scripts to pitch this feeling of freedom, anonymity and being cool came back 
to me. My friends lit up when I talked about the idea. It reminded them of their own 




vacation and encountered others their age that knew nothing about them. That’s when I 
knew that like me we all felt the burden of high school and the weight of others thoughts 
about us. Even in my adult hood my friends and I always play the “if I could go back to 
high school with the knowledge I have now” game. Things at high school would be 
complete different. Not only because of our looks but because of the knowledge we 
gained as we grew up. The ultimate knowledge i think we all have is that my classmates 
really don’t matter and if I could go back I would be me and not give a care in the world 
what they thought about me. We all know in reality we only came upon this revelation 
after a couple of years in adulthood. This idea is all about fulfilling the fantasy if you 






Teen Movies Are My Jam 
 
I really love John Hughes movies. He is everything to me because his movies 
were fun and captured the emotions and feeling you felt as a teenager. His movies are 
timeless because of the honesty you felt in the writing. I dream of Nobodies being a teen 
that can make that same impact. Sixteen Candles is one of my favorites. It was a simple 
movie about a girl on her sixteenth birthday but never lacked adventure. I know what it 
feels like to feel when you think your family is ignoring you and just focusing on 
themselves. I have a winter birthday and that is constantly my reality because people are 
caught up in the holidays and all of your friends are away. In Breakfast Club it was all 
about stripping down the labels and standards placed on the teenagers. These standards 
were a result of what their school life had placed upon them. That reminds me of my 
movie because i realized just like those kids that we are all a lot similar than we think 
they are. The movie took place in one location but because of the writing it was full of so 
much mischief and didn't need any fluff. Hopefully on my writing journey I can pick up 
the skills that John Hughes had that made his films such cinematic gems. Each of his 
films captured the heart of a generation. My favorite movie growing up was Clueless. I 
was literally obsessed. I knew every line of the movie and I did my best to dress up just 
like the characters in the film. That movie was the epitome of cool and was honest in it’s 
quirky way. Teen movies reveal so much about us as human beings. At that time in our 
teenage lives we were effected by every little thing and those things still have an affect on 
us in our adult hood. Those years formed who we are today and when captured in film 
perfectly it never leaves our minds. That is why I wanted to create a teen movie like this 




way to approach teen movies is to just be honest. Honesty gets you to a lot of places. 
When people see honesty they are able to connect with your characters and the situation 
even if it is something they cannot relate to exactly. Your emotions are on your sleeve 
when you’re a teenager, probably a result of all the hormones getting pumped into you. 
When you create a teen movie that connects to the audience then you have instantly 
created a timeless form of cinema. Forever will those people think of that movie when 
they think of their youth and hold it with treasure. I’m telling you, Clueless will never 






Take it From The Top 
 
Let’s talk about my journey to screenwriting. I have always been a rambunctious 
person. I was raised by my parents who were in their early twenties when I was born. 
Due to having young parents I was always around adults. My parents took me 
everywhere with them and lets just say my grown up attitude developed at the age of two. 
From a very young age I was always trying to express myself and I was drawn to the arts. 
I would say that runs in my blood. My grandmother on my dad’s side was always putting 
on plays and directing things through the church my grandfather owned. She died 
tragically in a car accident in 1991. My family never recovered from that but it’s nice 
when they see me and they see her in me. My dad worked in the entertainment industry. 
Growing up he was a pastor’s kid and his best friend was also. The two of them held tight 
from the age of six up. My dad and his friends basically did the Entourage thing. They 
moved out to LA after one of their friends got famous. For them it was my dad’s best 
friend’s brother, he was a comedian. My dad’s best friend was his manager and my dad 
was also getting into the managing business in Dallas. At the time I think my dad had one 
client who was one of his good friends. They went from nothing to comedy specials and a 
television show. My dad was a producer on many projects and formed the idea for a 
break out comedy show. My dad and his friend’s came from Benton Harbor, Michigan to 
building successful lives in the entertainment business.  He was a very smart man with 
good instincts and that is what made him successful. My mother is a beautiful wallflower. 
She’s a very smart woman who studied accounting in college and took care of the behind 
the scenes things with my father. She was holding the ship together. I didn’t see my 




interest in it myself. She was would produce and stage manage shows at our mega church 
in Dallas. She like my father had great instincts. Basically my genetic soup is really good 
but like any human being I struggle with a lot of demons that have threatened my life as a 
writer. Even writing this has been a difficult thing because of the those demons and inner 






The Unknown Birth of Gia 
 
In High school my interest in the arts really started to develop in my theatre arts 
class. This was the time where my main character Gia was first planted. A lot of her life 
circumstances is a reflection of this time in my life. Now for me, my sophomore year was 
my coming out year. I started to meet people who were like me and accepted me for who 
I was, awkward as all get out. I would write these dramatic shorts with my classmates and 
then perform them for the class. They were pretty awful but I loved it. I was emotionally 
really oppressed during this time due to the verbal and emotionally abuse I was dealing 
with on a daily bases. The abuse was something that I never talked about with anyone 
and it started a year after my dad died and mom got remarried. I was holding onto a lot on 
the inside and theatre was a release for me to an explore and express my feelings I was 
dealing with daily. School was rough for me but I started to make friends who were like 
me. I was drawn to telling stories to people through the arts because I wasn’t able to 
connect with people in the real world. I knew in film and theatre I could make something 
that would show people who I was and maybe release some of the pain I had bottled up 
inside of me. Let’s say that the arts were all I had. It was something that saved my life. 
Things had been really dark for me for a long time and in the darkness this was a light. 
Writing pulls things out of you. The ugly and the beautiful are splattered on the page up 
for judgement. That part of the process makes it hard to deal with. The first barrier is the 
one within you telling you that you are doing a terrible job and you will never be good 
enough. Then the second part is the outward part of it. I already didn’t think much of 
myself due to how I was being treated at home and at school I was dealing with 




God’s hand on my life. The summer before my senior year I was in Austin, Texas with 
my grandparents, of course. While there we visited a family friend. At the same time their 
older son was visiting them with his family too. He was a really nice guy but he was the 
type of person that would talk your ear off with their knowledge. Thank God, at the time 
I was not a teenage brat and would listen to what he said. He started asking me about 
college and what I planned to do after high school. I told him I had no clue but I did 
know I wanted to make movies and I wanted to be behind the camera. Let’s rewind for 
just a bit, back in high school I tried acting. I will say now that I would like to dip back 
into it but at the time I had the bad habit of watching the audience from the stage. Once I 
was also in something on video and I reacted like a cat on a leash and just fell dead on 
screen. As a result of those disastrous incidents I had narrowed it down to filmmaking 
behind the scenes. Now did I know what that meant, not really. He took what I said and 
decided we should make a list of the top schools for film. On a sheet of paper, that I think 
I may still have, he wrote down UCLA, Chapman and USC to name a few. I took that list 
and started to research each school and USC stood out as having everything that I wanted 
in a school and place to live. I had decided to apply and I had to act quickly because the 
deadline was soon. I had only applied to USC because I just knew it was my school. You 
know how they say “ignorance is bliss” well I was the most ignorant about how hard it 
was to get into that school. It’s weird, i just knew that was for me. I told my counselor 
whose son was also applying to get into their film school about my plans. She told me 
that getting in was very hard and she did not think that I would get in. I always wondered 
if she had dished this same type of encouragement out to him. My mom was totally down 
for what I was doing but to give my uncle ease I applied to the University of Texas in 




with my grade point average I was already accepted because I was apart of the top 10% 
of my class. I can still remember the day I received my letter. Once I arrived home my 
mom told me my letter came and ran into the house to get it. In our garage, I opened up 
that envelope that was mid size in thickness and the letter on the inside said that I was 
accepted into the school of cinema and television production. I was about to dive into the 






Welcome to Hollywood 
 
I remember I was so nervous about moving to Los Angeles. I thought that once I 
moved there people would instantly know I was a country girl from Texas by my clothes. 
For some reason I was really worried about my clothes, it was weird. College was a 
culture shock for me. Unlike my classmates I was someone who did not have a vast 
knowledge in film. Everything I learned was new to me. I was used to being the odd one 
out growing up and that did not change in college. I was one of only two black girls and 
black people in my class of 50. If I had to guess under ten people were female and under 
ten people were of color. Looking at the demographic make up of my class I felt like the 
underdog and always counted out by people. I do feel like people have looked at me in 
that way. I will say though I really loved the people I was in class with. They were all 
interesting and unique. I had never been around people like this before. Their lives were 
so different from mine but I really appreciated all of them and I honestly believe they are 
very naturally talented. Even though I liked them it was very challenging not to compare 
myself to them. Basically I was in the perfect college environment, inspiring and 
challenging. My first two years of college were full of the basic courses, it was not until 
my junior year that I really got to dive into things. My first screenwriting class was very 
cool. it was just what I needed because i knew nothing and was emotionally really 
sensitive. My teacher was kind and took baby steps with us. Basically I didn’t learn how 
to write a script but I did learn the very basics of forming scenes but did I understand 
what I was learning, probably not.  My advanced screening writing class was the worst. I 
will admit that during that semester things were very tough for me. I was working two 




time. Still the class was not very stimulating and I can confidently say I the only thing I 
learned was not everyone can teach. My teacher was the most famous teacher but also the 
worst teacher. He had been very successful as a writer and deserved to be respected but 
his advice on how to write was just to “do it”. I will say that that is good advice but sir I 
am here to learn not to be inspired. He would give out packets but did not explain them. 
He never checked to see if students were just bringing in old writing things that they had 
written before the class had even started. I honestly do not think he cared. I do not know 
what he was thinking. I remember just writing with no direction about structure or 
anything. I did not even know that was a thing until after school to be honest with you.  I 
remember when it came to our final grades I got a B because he would base our grades 
not on how hard we worked but on how good he felt your writing was. That man was 
very kind but a terrible teacher who had no clue. I learned nothing in that class. That was 
the extent of my writing classes at USC. I did write shorts for my film classes that were 
filmed.Looking back on my biggest film project there and the writing process, I realize 
what the disconnect was. I was always frustrated with why my script was not working 
and what I could do to fix it. Unfortunately my teachers were great in that class but they 
were not able to really communicate why it was not working. I of course had no clue 
because I knew nothing about story structure. At the time I just knew I wanted to share a 
very personal time in my life. Considering how little I knew it turned out really nice. At 
my screening people were really drawn to it. I think the story was okay but the honesty of 
it is what really drew people to it. The story was based off the morning I found out my 
father had died. That honesty was the grace over that project and it covered its rough 
edges. Story was never something in my undergraduate program that was pressed into 




that the films looked gorgeous but were without substance. Man, I think of all the 
knowledge I have now and I wish I had that back then. My projects would have been 
much better. i think a lie that I quietly believed in my subconscious was either you have it 
or you do not. I think in that type of environment people are always trying to figure out 
who the second coming of Lucas is going to be. I never felt anyone was looking to me to 
be that person. I will definitely say that was not only a result of my environment but my 
own issues with feeling like an outsider and my inner struggles with my value. I 
remember my Resident Advisor told me once “you’re going to make it”. That made me 
feel like a million bucks because I did not believe that for myself and needed someone 






Welcome to the Real Hollywood 
 
 After graduation like any University of Southern California film school student 
and product of the “be rich by twenty three” generation I thought I would find a job and 
then boom, I make it. What exactly did make it mean, to be rich and famous. Now what 
was I going to do to be that person, I did not know. Thinking back to that time I have no 
idea what I thought was going to happen. That would be another issue I had with my 
program at USC. People ask me about my experience and straight up, i loved it and it was 
exactly what I needed at the time because I was coming from ground zero. Still I realize 
there were definitely thing I wish the program would have told me about the real world. 
Number One: That graduating from film school was only the beginning. Number Two: 
That getting an assistant job won’t be the cure to you career. Number Three: Just any 
basic advice. I feel like many of my classmates were pushed out blind. I have friends that 
did not do one internship and were never really pushed to do it. i had three internships in 
college and I do not work for one of those companies. Never once did they help us find 
jobs or even informed us about what we should do. I feel like that is a huge thing missing 
from that program and was probably a big factor that could have helped me and some of 
my fellow classmates. When I graduated I shook Shonda Rhimes hand as I walked across 
that stage I knew was on my way. Graduating in 2009 was during a rough time in the 
entertainment industry and finding a job was the worse. I probably submitted to at least 
fifty jobs and had less than two interviews. Things were really tough for me. I was living 
away from home with no job and my rent was nine hundred dollars and only increasing 
every year. My first opportunity was assisting a woman who was an independent 




knew she was a little nuts but her knowledge was vast and she was smart as all get out 
but she was also her worst enemy. As a desperate young woman I was just looking for a 
break and accepted her $125 a week payment. I worked probably 40 hours a week but I 
learned a lot. Was the knowledge worth how little I was getting paid, who knows. I 
learned how to produce on a budget and execute to the best of my ability in the toughest 
of environments. I was very broke at the time and thank God for my mother and family 
who supported and believed in me because financially I could not have done it on my 
own. Finally, I was given a great opportunity to work a cushy job at the Oprah Winfrey 
Network. I was getting paid well and my job was pretty brain less. I was very 
unmotivated at the time and had a huge lack of direction. I would go to work and just go 
home. I knew I wanted more but again I had no clue what that meant. Six months into my 
job which was full of good times I got a call from a job I had interviewed for a year 
earlier. It was for the opportunity to assistant the president of a reality company. They 
told me that I was someone they liked a lot and I just stuck in their minds. I remember 
feeling confused about what I should do. I prayed about it and had peace about leaving 
OWN. I really loved my time there but I felt like God was leading me to this company. I 
was getting paid less but I was in a position that was “closer” to what I wanted to do 
which still was not clear to me but I knew I didn’t want to work behind the scenes of a 
network. My new job started off with so much promise. I knew that it was going to be 
challenging but little did I know it would bring me to my breaking point. Working in 
entertainment is tough because it can be an environment where ego and pride run wild 
especially if you have a title attached to your name. At my job I suppose to be able to 
handle anytime my boss had a cussing outburst because that was just the way he 




between me and my stepdad. My boss realized that because I felt safe and let him know 
about the abuse. He was the type of guy that would sit you down to talk about all your 
issues. At the time I appreciated someone that cared but in retrospect I should have 
probably kept that to myself because it only made that environment more toxic. After a 
misunderstanding between him and I our working relationship came to an end. I was 
devastated but in our last meeting he told me it was obvious that this isn’t what I want to 
do and that I need to figure that out and when i do to go for it full force. That was 
something that stuck with me. At the time though I was angry because I didn’t know why 
God would let me leave Oprah, She’s like amazing! Now, I was jobless once again and 
had no clue what to do next. During this time I decided that I was going to write my first 
script. It took me about two month to finish my first script. I gave the script to my 
roommate at the time to get her notes. Once she finished reading it she brought me into 
the living room and told me now that I had written it, I should now throw it away. I cried 
in response to her words. Right then i knew that I needed help but had no idea how to get 
it. That year I went home to Austin, Texas for Thanksgiving. Tragically during that visit 
my grandfather suffered a stroke which started the beginning of his health decline. While 
all of this was going on I was also at a cross roads with my life because I believed it was 
falling apart. My aunt suggested that I go to graduate school to continue my education. I 
believe my first response to her was “graduate school is for losers”, did I mention i was 
young and dumb. Seriously, in my defense everyone that I ever knew that went to 
graduate school did it just because they had no idea what to with their life. I fell into that 
category but was “faking the funk” by not going. Eventually when I really listened to her 
suggestion a peace came over me and I knew graduate school was my next step. This was 




right with people from my church of this revelation. I talked to one of the leaders of our 
church about it and she asked me if I was going to return home. As soon as the words left 
her mouth my heart sank because again only losers go home. Plus my home environment 
was an awful one. I tossed and turned over her words because going home meant failure 
in my eyes. I knew I would never go home to Dallas but I could go home to Austin. Even 
though my grandfather’s health was declining I still was determined not to go home. 
Eventually I let go and decided to go home. I knew the decision was the right one and 
once again I had peace about. Basically anytime my soul does not scream then I know I 






Why I Told You All of This 
 
I realize that I have written pages and pages about my life from lost puppy to on a 
mission. It’s crazy but all of this set me up for this moment right now and my script. This 
was all apart of my journey to get the pen to the page. Nobodies is really the birth child of 
my teenage angst and constant state of feeling out of place and confused in my life. 
Never did I clearly know the answers to things like my lead character. I can think back to 
my job funk, time in HS, awkward times in college and beyond when i write my 
characters. My lead characters journey has to do with the journey that I am constantly on, 
Am I good enough? My script is dressed up as a teenage movie but it’s really about the 
fact that we never feel good enough unless those around us are confirming our worth. The 
people I dealt with in high school, college and beyond have no stock in my worth. Even if 
the commentary is good about me they still can not be where I look for worth or 
approval. I struggled with getting that my entire life. My journey is full of self doubt and 
the constant influence of what people thought about me. The reason I type out every bit 
of my creative history is because this was really life changing for me and that’s relatable. 
Our journeys are relatable. My script is a snippet of my journey but it is packed with 
years of my pain. That’s what’s so great about teen movies because those layers of issues 
that you deal with as an adult can be seen in the pits of your high school experience. 
Maybe I’m trying to qualify making you read my life story of screenwriting but in my 
heart I know this all falls into the bigger process of my script. When i wrote this i had to 
dig deep into me and figure out what are my truths. The fight through the years of not 





The Wrap Up 
 
Now, back to my writing journey, I received my acceptance call from University 
of Texas in Austin while in Walmart. i had applied to only three schools UCLA, USC and 
UT. All of the schools rejected me except UT. Let me tell you, I was so relieved and 
happy that happened. Of course I would have liked to get into the other programs but I 
really did not want to go back to LA. I was not ready for that rollercoaster of stress. UT 
was the perfect place for me and i knew that from the beginning. Being at UT has 







Started From The Bottom 
 
Nobodies was an idea I pitched in 380M with Richard M Lewis. This was the first 
class that I would have alone with the chosen ones in the graduate program. People were 
really attracted to the idea because it was easy to picture. I of course really loved it 
because I want to write a John Hughes film one day. I pitched the project as Wedding 
Crashers but instead of middle age men crashing weddings its a teenage guy and girl 
crashing high school dances. This project was very difficult for me to get off the ground. 
I feel the reason for that has to do with my anxiety about writing and the fear that comes 
every time you have to create. Being a creative is the worst because you feel so hopeless 
sometimes. I say all the time I wish I had a passion to be a lawyer or I don’t know, 
something with a clear path. Writing is not a path you can clearly see, it’s as if you are 
continually walking down a foggy street and that is horrifying. Before writing this script I 
had only written my crappy first script and my dramatic script called The Guardian from 
the year before. This script was a completely new experience for me because I was in a 
different genre and being guided by a new professor. Also I was still very new to the 
process of script writing thus all of nerves were going crazy. Since this script was 
influenced by my up bringing I wanted to bring in some of the dynamics that I had to deal 
with. I wanted the lead to be an outsider just dying to change her image at school. She 
had to be apart of the theatre program because that was a very important place for me. 
When it came to the B storyline I had difficulty with that. I had a romance in the script 
but I did not necessarily feel that should be the center. I’m very girl power and just never 
saw this story being about a guy but about realizing you are good enough. Still when it 




friendship between girls being the “love story” think about a movie like Frances Ha. I 
really liked that idea but as the story took shape it just made things difficult for me. 
Honestly, I do think that that could have worked but at the time i could not figure it out. I 
was more strongly drawn to a guy crashing the dances with the lead and him being her 
dream guy. I played with the idea of her crashing the dances with the girl and she meets 
her dream guy at one of the dances but then it was confusing things for me. I did not want 
to drop the storyline with the girl friend but the way that I wanted her to get wrapped up 
in the guy made her friend a waste of character. I thought the best fix was making her 
dream guy apart of the crashing process. Then I would have less characters. As I write 
this I do think it could have worked but my script was all over the place which I realize 
now after my second draft. I wanted the “villain” to be our leads stepsister, can you see 
the projecting I’m doing here. I always thought that was such an interesting dynamic 
because at home her and I were friendly but at school you would think we did not know 
each other. I also wanted to establish the storyline of the parents getting married. Piecing 
together the script was really challenging for me in the outline process. I would look to 
the forms and outlines I discussed in my past two classes in order to get guidance and 
when to do what next. For someone like me in the very beginning stage of my script 
writing things like this do not come second nature. After sending out two drafts of my 
outline and some character information it was time to jump in. It’s funny because at the 
time if I could I would delay that next step. The road just felt very foggy especially when 
it came to writing on the page. Due to the time limit we had to finish our script I had no 
choice but to do it. Every week I would produce about 15 - 20 pages of the script. Each 
section of the script I broke up into sequences. This was a method I learned in my script 




job when it came to the constructing of the script. This method really helped me when it 
came to thinking about my scripts. Before it seemed overwhelming but once broken 
down into smaller pieces I was able to digest it. I would try and attach one sequence 
every week. The process of having this weekly turn around told me something about 
myself. I realized that I could produce pages of my script at a consistent pace and in big 
numbers. Nothing was holding me back from working but me. The work flow of graduate 
school reveals how evident just being consistent can really make an impact on my work. 
Sometimes we believe that you have to do huge chunks of work at a fast speed and if you 
do not, you’re a failure. I believe that if you just do little by little everyday and do not put 
ridiculous standards on yourself you can do a lot. That is probably why people talk about 
how writing everyday is important. I think unless you are consistently working on jobs 
that people have assigned you then writing can slip away from you. I have learned that I 
am one of those people that needs consistency and structure. If I do not stay to schedule it 
can delay my writing by weeks or months. When I was getting advice from mentors and 
people I trusted I got some good and bad advice. The bad advice was from those that told 
me their was nothing about me that ever told them I was a writer and that I would not 






Quick Soapbox Moment 
 
That was awful advice because no one can tell you what you have in you or what 
you are able to do if you have a true passion for it. Also, yes my grammar is terrible but is 
that really a reason for someone to not pursue life. Grammar is a standard of writing that 
does not determine if you can or can not tell a story. I know plenty of people with great 
grammar who do not know one thing about about writing. That does not qualify them 
over me a person who has put time into their work. One day I hope to be a bootleg Rachel 
Kempf, great writing and grammar. Plus, I fully recognize I have weaknesses but I 
believe God’s grace, super smart friends and internet lessons will get me through. I 
believe whole heartedly you can not let peoples opinions determine what you can and can 
not do because who knows what you are missing out on. Coming to school gave me a 
revelation that writing can be learned. An old tale that I believed, was that you either are 
or you are not a writer. Maybe that is true in some fashion but I think passion for it or 
passion to achieve something trumps all of that. Also the word passion is loaded. I would 
question myself and my desire to write because I hated it sometimes. I would avoid my 
work and hate myself for it. I thought passion made you efficient and gunho but I believe 
thats a lie. Stay with me on this, I was talking to my counselor and I asked her if she 
thought writing was for me because I struggled a lot. She asked me if it was something 
that I constantly think about and if it nags at me, my response was yes. With that she 
confirmed that it was for me because it’s something I could never turn away from. In 
addition my issues were rooted in fear not lack of passion. Now the good advice, sorry I 
have a habit of going off on a tangent but that’s due to my need to give you the full story 





Now The Good Advice 
 
When I went to talk to one of the advisors at USC they told me that students will 
go through the grad program write three scripts and then never write another thing. This 
was a result of lack of DISCIPLINE. Discipline is hard and having the breakthrough of 
seeing that I could write every week really opened my eyes. At the end of the semester, I 
got feedback from what my class that they wanted more of the high school stuff and for 
me to focus on the fun the script premises. I was feeling pretty confident about my script 






Workshop: A Rant 
 
Getting workshopped can be overwhelming and soul crushing. I had never been in 
one till college and man, talk about letting the insecurity baby out of its cage. It was so 
hard not to take ever note to heart because you put so much of you in your work. I 
remember when I first started getting notes, I felt like crap. I was mainly surrounded by a 
group of caring people in my graduate school experience but it did not matter. 
Workshops expose things about the writer and the readers in the room. Easily you are 
able to see the make up and politics of the people in the room after one session. This 
always made for nice entertainment. I found myself wanting to knock my head against a 
wall when someone could not take a note or when someone felt the need to deal criticism 
that was non constructive. I have been one of those non constructive people before and 
will probably be one from time to time but I try to fight it. Nothing can make you feel 
more alone than a note like “make it funnier”. That note tells you nothing except that you 
are not funny. Now, I could be taking that criticism too personally but this is my paper 
and we’re just going to go with that. Make it funnier, leaves me in an anxious state where 
i find myself dissecting Dave Chapelle into the wee hours. Now, if the reader had given 
me a solution or some examples then the anxiousness would decrease. I think this 
concludes my rant about getting notes on my script. I will say this though my group of 
classmates in the screenwriting program gave me pretty good notes that I always felt 
were to really enhance my script. I will definitely say the workshop environment during 






Now We Here 
 
I knew going into my meeting with my advisors that the script was not perfect but 
I felt pretty good about it. In my meeting with Stuart, a man with odd humor that I find 
fascinating, and Cindy, sweeter than a Cinnabon with awkward sprinkles, I was given the 
truth about my script, it needed a major overhaul. The script was too cluttered and 
because of it the concept which was what people liked was being overshadowed.  I was 
only semi devastated about the news. I was reminded of that time I wrote my first script 
and cried myself to sleep over the news that I needed to start all over. I think that jolting 
response comes from the fear that I will not be able to produce. I think my semi-freak out 
shows growth in my confidence. With this new draft, I got rid of the villain being her 
sister because it just complicated their dynamic in a way that was not working. I 
eliminated the marriage in the script and just tried to focus on Gia and her story. By 
focusing on Gia I would be able to go with the natural movements of the story. This idea 
of writing was actually new to me. I always worried about not having enough scenes 
instead of seeing what scenes or situations would naturally lead to next. In my meetings 
and calls with Stuart I learned an effective way to look at my script outline. Before I 
would just summarize the scenes but in that summary I would miss the action of the 
scene. What in that particular scene made it interesting to the movie being watched?Once 
I made my outlines more detailed with what was actually happening in it then I was able 
to write my scenes fast. That fog that I was dealing with in the writing process was 
clearing up a little bit for me. In Stuart’s class I had wrote a children’s pilot and as a 
result had not really looked to him for script notes but I knew the way he gave feedback. I 




advice he gave me because it really changed my way of thinking when writing a script. 
Writing my second script was a completely different experience for me. Unlike the time 
before I had the time to really slow things down in the process. Stuart really pushed me to 
focus on the prep of my script and it made me nervous. I was not use to focusing on that 
because I always thought the heavy work happened in the writing. Taking more time on 
the work before the actually writing of the story gave me a clearer vision of what was 
ahead of me which made it less daunting. I was at more of an ease because I had done the 
necessary ground work. Working on this script further cemented my thought, that you 
can not ignore notes and to just embrace them. The best advice about taking notes came 
from Beau. Beau told us to look for the note behind the note when we were in the process 
of rewriting our scripts for his class. This has helped me let go of all the hard feelings I 
would feel when people said something negative about my script and allowed me to 
embrace a suggestion for change if it could improve my work. Once Stuart gave me a 
note and instantly I was in a panic because I just knew I had encountered something that 
changed everything I had planned on doing. When I took a breather I realized that it did 
change things a little bit but it really was steering my work in a new way that actually 
made it better. The process of doing this rewrite has been a very long one. I am thankful 
for the time I have had to work on it but I need a break from it. The normal process of 
how Stuart and I went through the script was pretty routine. I would work on a section of 
the script and then we would follow up with either a phone call or meeting. I loved this 
process because I am the type of person that thrives off of notes. When I write anything I 
normally write it to the best of my ability and need input on where to go next. That is 
why I thrive off of writing with Chelsea. Chelsea is my writing partner right now and we 




is because she is able to constantly change things up and bring in a new opinion which 
sparks new ideas in me. That is why working with Stuart was constantly a thought 
sparking type of experience.  Within this document I will attach some of the various 
elements from the steps I took to get through two drafts of Nobodies. I can look back at 
the steps and see where in the process of figuring things out what I will take with me as I 
move forward as a writer.  I definitely think next time I will force myself to figure out my 
characters more. I have never been one to focus on that for two long because  a lot of my 
characters are based off people I know. Honestly after writing that I don’t think I will do 
that unless it’s characters I have no clue about. I actually do believe good characters is 
where it is at but for me when I start to write I can really discover them. As a writer that 
is constantly growing I may look back on this about character and completely disagree 
with myself. The part of the writing process that really worked for me was the outlining 
in detail and thinking about what each scene means to the story and how can I use it to 
entertain my viewers. That made my story clearer and my movie so much more fun. 
Something new that developed inside of me on this journey was my ability to gage when  
my pages were and were not working. I am still not fully able to figure out the fix but I 
would often hear Stuart point out things that as I was writing I worried about. That was 
definitely a new experience and probably is a result of the practice of writing. In the 
future I will definitely not feel comfortable writing without some feedback from an 
outside source that I trust. It was just so nice to get things out of my private world of 
writing. I definitely will do another draft of Nobodies soon. I think the second half 
especially could use some love and care. I can do that by finding what is the entertaining 
moment in the scenes in the script and exploiting that. I am running out of things to say 




you God. When I turn this in I do not know what I am going to do to celebrate. I think I 
will probably get that tattoo I have been wanting. The end cannot come soon enough but I 
do have to admit I am very sad the process is over. I wish this program was three years 
partly out of security but also because once you get into year two you finally hit a groove. 
If you could stay in that groove for a third year that would be amazing. I’m over it and 







This is The End. Let’s Look Back. 
 
This program has been life changing and I am not saying that because my teachers 
are reading this. I needed this in my life and it came right on time. I was blessed to be put 
into a group of seven that did not make me want to kill myself. We all got along pretty 
swimmingly and as a huge personality that is saying a lot. Of course we did not always 
agree and had spats about Beyonce but overall it was super pleasant. The girls in my 
program: Chelsea, Jessica and Rachel are sparking lights in my universe. Seriously, if our 
paths never crossed then we would have never formed a bond that developed into a web-
series called Texting With Gosling. I respect them a lot and know that individually they 
each bring so much to the table and deserve the best. I really enjoyed all my professors 
and never felt like i was not learning something that was a waste of information. i am a 
different person and writer because of them and their belief in me. Also, thank God for 
Charmarie Burke! She has answered many of my annoying questions with ease. These 
last couple of years have been challenging but i am so thankful for the experience. Hook 
Em Horns’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
32 
 
 
 
 
33 
 
 
 
 
34 
 
 
 
 
35 
 
 
 
 
36 
 
 
 
 
37 
 
 
 
 
38 
 
 
 
 
39 
 
 
 
 
40 
 
 
 
 
41 
 
 
 
 
42 
 
 
 
 
43 
 
 
 
 
44 
 
 
 
 
45 
 
 
 
 
46 
 
 
 
 
47 
 
 
 
 
48 
 
 
 
 
49 
 
 
 
 
50 
 
 
 
 
51 
 
 
 
 
52 
 
 
 
 
53 
 
 
 
 
54 
 
 
 
 
55 
 
 
 
 
56 
 
 
 
 
57 
 
 
 
 
58 
 
 
 
 
59 
 
 
 
